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Dear Boys and Girls: 

There is hardly a place in the world where flowers do not 
grow or where they may not be grown. But some places are the 
real homes of flowers and other places are only their camp sites. 

Flowers in garden beds seem to be tied there. Flowers that 
mistily look at us through glass walls of greenhouses seem to ask 
us to take them away from a prison sort of life. Flowers that 
God has planted in the out of doors are in their real homes. They 
are free and happy, in their natural, nodding way. 

Oh, I love flowers in gardens and flowers in greenhouses— 
flowers anywhere and everywhere. But this summer I am living 
where flowers fill the out-of-door ground. They smile and wink 
and tip their heads to me from grass and rocky nook, where tree 
shade falls and where the sun shines all day. To add to my happi- 
ness, I have for neighbors some small readers of Wee Wisdom 
who love wild flowers as much as I do. 

And a robin has built her nest on the sill of my window. 


With love, 
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SKY BOATS 


By: ALAN GRAY M. CAMPBELL 


Do you ever notice the fleecy, white 
clouds 


That hang in the summer sky? 

They look, oh, so fluffy, 

So downy and puffy, 

Afloat in the air, so high. 

And, oh! how I'd like to go riding, 
some day, 

Atop of a cloud bank there! 

I'd lie on my back 

On a snowy cloud pack, 


And soar through the soft, warm 
air! 
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I'd play that my cloud was a fairy 
canoe, 


Asail on a blue, blue sea. 

In sky waves we'd dip, 

And past sunbeams we'd slip: 
A wonderful trip that would be! 


We'd bump into sky boats of every 
hue— 


Pink, silver, and black, and gray. 
We'd float and we'd float 
‘Til we found the dark boat 


Where all the rain fairies stay. 
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Wed sail very near to the Man-in- 
the-moon: 

Perhaps I could catch a star! 

Then downward we'd go 

To the earth, far below, 

Where sure enough people are! 


Do you ever notice the fleecy, white 
clouds 


Afloat in the summer time? 

O tell me, | pray, 

Are they far, far away, 

Or near enough, say, to climb? 
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Katrina lived in Switzerland. 
She was as full of life and joy as the 
bubbling, tumbling glacier waters 
that came down the mountain side 
in roaring rapids near her home. 
Many times every day, Katrina 
would look away up where the snow 
capped Jungfrau touched the blue 
sky. Then she would run into the 
house, and tell of new beauties she 
had seen. She imagined she saw 
castles and ships and angels and 
many other wonderful things in the 
fleecy clouds hovering around the 
mountain top. Her mother said that 
Katrina looked up into the sky 
so much that the blue got into 
her eyes, and that that was 
why they were always 
so clear and bright and 


lovely. 

Every summer 
tourists from all 
over the world 
came to visit 
Switzerland, to 
enjoy her moun- 
tains and her ice- 
cold streams. 
And the people living upon the moun- 
tain sides made many beautiful things 
to sell to the tourists. 

Katrina’s mother was a lace maker. 
She had many bobbins, and would toss 
them about in a marvelous way, much 
to the delight of Katrina. And Katrina 
had her own little set of bobbins too, 
which she was daily learning to use 
with more and more skill in lace- 
making. 

On stormy days Katrina was quite 
contented to pore over her tasks, but 
when the weather was fine she loved 
most of all to climb the mountain 
steeps, and search for rare flowers. 

Katrina’s brother Heine learned to 
carve bears out of wood, as did all 
the other boys of Switzerland—bears 
sitting, bears standing, bears scratch- 
ing their noses, and bears in 
many other funny poses. 
Katrina loved to watch Heine 
work; she loved to play with 
the shavings, but she pre- 
ferred laces and flowers to 
bears. 
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Her sister Lis- 
beth was already 
earning as nice 
sums by selling her 
laces as did Heine 
by selling his bears. 
And Katrina, long- 
ing for a pretty doll and some picture 
books, planned to sell some of the native 
flowers, the edelweiss, to the summer 
tourists. 

She would ask Cousin Wilhelm to help 
her, for he was a shepherd who took 
his sheep high up into the mountains, 
to where greener and greener pastures 
grew. He would surely find some choice 
edelweiss for her. 

One sunny day Katrina coaxed Heine 
to leave his bear carving and Lisbeth 
her lace making for awhile, and to go 
with her to new mountain heights, that 
they might find a great many flowers. 

They laughed, and sang, and told 
wonderful folk stories as they climbed 
higher and higher into the cool moun- 
tain passes. The fresh air put roses 
into their cheeks, and filled their bodies 
with new life. Occasionally they found 
a choice flower, and then there was 
much shouting and running to and fro. 

“It’s getting too warm for me, and 
I’m going down,” said Heine when the 
sun had reached the zenith. 

going too,” agreed Lisbeth. 
“T’ve lost enough time, and I want to 
get to my lace making.” 

“T want to go just a little 
bit higher,” said Katrina, “for 
I am sure that I’ll find some 
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nice edelweiss up there.” 

“Come, Heine,” called 
Lisbeth, “we'll start 
down the mountain at 
once, and, Katrina, you 
be sure to follow soon.” 

From time to time, as 
they descended the steep 
mountain side, Lisbeth 
and Heine called back to 
Katrina; her answers 
reached them in clear, 
sweet tones, and were 
also echoed by the be- 
loved Jungfrau. But dis- 
tances soon become 
great, when some go 
down hill and others 
climb up. 

In her eagerness to 
gather more and more 
of the lovely white flan- 
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nel blossoms, Katrina forgot to listen to 
the calls of her sister and her brother. 
On, on, she climbed, with a thrill of joy 
at finding more and more of her cher- 
ished edelweiss. 

When at last she became weary and 
sat down to rest, she cupped her small 
hands to her mouth, and sent out a long, 
loud call, but only the echo of her own 
voice came back. Again and again 
Katrina called, and as often the faith- 
ful Jungfrau returned her call un- 
answered. 

She had lost all sense of time and 
direction in her ardent search for the 
flowers. And suddenly little Katrina 
realized that she was lost. She looked 
toward the sun, and found that it was 
getting low. She was hungry; the cold 
wind made her shiver; her teeth chat- 
tered. She could hear the rumbling of 
waterfalls in the distance, but she could 
not see even one tiny 
house at the foot of the 
mountain. She had al- 
ways so loved to look 
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down from a great height to where peo- 
ple looked like walking dolls and the 
chalets looked like dolls’ houses. 

She searched for a path where sheep 
or goats might have wandered, but she 
found only an occasional chamois track. 
The tears rolled down Katrina’s bloom- 
ing cheeks, and her brave lips quivered. 

She thought of her home. Mother 
would be preparing the evening meal, 
now and then looking down into the 
valley for Father’s home-coming. Heine 
would be out on the mountain side, 
gathering fagots for the fireplace, and 
Lisbeth would be singing as she worked 
among her milk pails and her cheeses. 

Katrina knew that anxious glances 
would be searching the mountain paths 
when the sun began to sink in the west. 

Her eyes became heavy with looking; 
her legs were weary with climbing. 
She tied her bunch of edelweiss in her 
apron, and fastened the apron about 
her neck. She was getting sleepy 

Down, down sank the golden sun ball; 
colder and colder blew the winds from 
the snow-capped mountains, and the 
evening shadows began to assume 
strange forms to the imaginative little 
girl. Shadows cast by winging vul- 
tures, seeking carrion, almost terrified 
her. But Katrina was getting sleepy, 
and, from habit, she began to say her 
prayers. A pathetic, sweet picture little 
lonely Katrina made as she knelt upon 
the grass and began repeating her fa- 
vorite psalm: “The Lord is my shep- 
herd, I shall not want.” 

Ah, that was 
enough! Did she not 
remember the story of 
(Continued on page 24) 
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(Dudley and the Molly Cow 


By ESTELLE URBAHNS 


Dudley’s father had flagged the train, 
and now it was pulling into the little 
country station. It stopped with a 
great grinding of brakes. “All aboard!” 
called a voice. 

“Good-by, Dudley dear,” said Mrs. 
Carrol, kissing her tall eleven-year-old 
son, who stood straight and eager, a 
traveling grip in one hand and a camera 
in the other. 

“Please write,” coaxed his sister 
Sally, “and tell me exactly how a cow- 
boy looks!” 

Dudley gave his bag to the porter. 
“Good-by, Son,” said Mr. Carrol. “They 
claim to make men, out where you’re 
going.” 

Now the train was slipping smoothly 
into the open country, where August 
was coloring the hills with Indian paint- 
brush and wild asters. Dudley snuggled 
into his seat, and listened to the drum- 
ming of the wheels. Faster and faster 
they were carrying him to Montana, to 
the table mountain cattle range where 
Aunt Marcia and Uncle Alec and little 
Cousin Diana Worthington lived, and 
rode horses, and knew Indians and 
called them by their first names! 

Uncle Alec owned two thousand acres 
of grazing ground, over which roamed 
hundreds of sleek cattle, known in the 
range country as White Faces. Out 
there in the range country Dudley was 
to meet big, silent, sun tanned men in 
wide hats and leather chaps with silver 
mountings gleaming down the sides. 
These silent men of the range rode 
daily, through dust and heat, and some- 
times through driving rain, across the 
wide table-land, guarding and keeping 
count of the grazing White Faces. All 
winter Dudley had been reading about 
these riders of the range. Now he 


would meet them; perhaps ride with 
them! He remembered his father’s 
words: “They claim to make men, out 
where you’re going.” Dudley felt sure 
that he would do something brave and 
worth telling about, out there in that 
broad country of forest and plain. 

He was to have a horse, a spotted 
Indian pony such as Joe Redfeather, 
son of Silver Cloud (Indian chief in a 
story that Dudley had read) rode over 
mountain trails and windy pasture 


“Please write and tell me how a cowboy 


looks!” 
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He was jumping from the car steps to meet 


Uncle Alec. 


lands. Just last week Dudley’s cousin 
had written to him about the pony. He 
pulled her letter from his pocket and 
found the precious paragraph: “Your 
pony, a real Indian pony, is waiting for 
you, Dudley. Daddy broke her to the 
saddle himself, so she’s as gentle as a 
lamb. Her name is Gypsy, and Kinny 
says she can go like greased lightning.” 

Dudley had pondered about Kinny. 
Who was Kinny? Boy! Only two 
days to wait! Just as sleep came steal- 
ing across his pillow, Dudley remem- 
bered his promotion card. Was that 
tiresome promotion card with its three 
sorry words, conditioned in arithmetic, 
going to spoil his fun all the rest of 
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the summer? It had nagged at him 
every day during June and July, but 
that had been different. He had been 
at home during June and July, and 
Mother somehow had made it a little 
easier for him to remember the six 


. problems in fractions that were to be 
_ worked each day if he was to keep his 


promise to Mother, to his teacher, and 
to himself, and go without condition 


-into the sixth grade next fall. 


Now the car wheels seemed to be 
saying the three sorry words, saying 
them over and over and over again! 
Con-di-tioned in a-rith-me-tic! Con- 
di-tioned in a-rith-me-tic! Yes, they 
were even following him to Montana. 
It was. tiresome just to think of re- 
ducing fractions to least common de- 
nominaters, when he could be riding 
the range on Gypsy or following an 
unsuspected little trail into a clearing 
where he and Diana could cook over a 
real Indian camp fire. Certainly there 
was no place for least common de- 
nominators in a picture like that! But 
he couldn’t let his chums, Spike and 
Nickie, get ahead of him next year! 
Besides, he had promised his teacher 
to study every day. And a promise is 
a promise! Dudley fell asleep, feeling 
somehow glad that his arithmetic book 
lay snugly at the bottom of his trunk. 

He awoke on the second morning to 
find the sun shining across stretches of 
flat green country, friendly hills, and, 
far away, blue mountains. In two 
hours he was jumping from the car 
steps to meet Aunt Marcia, Uncle Alec, 
and little Cousin Diana, who wore rid- 
ing trousers, a flannel shirt, a snug 
hat over her curls, and a gay bandanna 
handkerchief about her neck. 
is the real thing,” thought Dudley, as 
he shook her hand and listened to her 
excited chatter about a bobcat’s having 
been seen near the cook house that very 
morning. 


“Diana. 
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A long drive over dusty roads brought 
them, finally, to a wide-eaved ranch 
house with a great chimney and wide 
verandas. In the living room, couches 
and floors were spread with bright In- 
dian rugs. The odor of hot ginger- 
bread hung in the air. From outside 
came the shrill whinny of a horse. 
What a jolly place to live! 

Dudley and Diana ran like rabbits to 
the stable, where Gypsy stood content- 
edly munching oats. “She’s all yours, 
Dudley!” cried Diana in high pride, as 
she gave the horse a lump of sugar. 

“Boy! exclaimed Dudley, as he 
stroked the smooth brown and white 
coat. 

They led the little horse into the open 
corral, where she sniffed the wind and 
whinnied softly. At a short, sharp 
whistle, Diana _ turned. “There’s 
Kinny!” she cried. 

A tall figure whose silver mounted 
chaps clinked at every step, was coming 
toward them. 
Diana ran to 
meet the tall 
man, whose skin 
was bronzed to 
copper color. “I 
want to introduce 
my cousin Dud- 
ley,” she ex- 
plained. “Dud- 
ley, this is Kinny 
McShane.” 

So this was 
Kinny! Kinny 
was a cowboy! 
Dudley’s face 
flushed with 
pleasure as he 
gazed at his new 
friend. Kinny’s 
smile seemed in- 
stantly to make 
one feel glad and 
happy and. 


“Today we'll 
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friendly, from head to foot. Dudley 
noticed especially Kinny McShane’s 
eyes. They were gentle blue eyes, but 
as keen as points of light. Dudley felt 
as if those keen eyes of Kinny McShane 
saw all the way through him, saw into 
his heart and knew his dreams. With 
a swift sense of uneasiness he felt that 
they could even see those three sorry 
words, conditioned in arithmetic, that 
were always nibbling at his thoughts. 
But if Kinny saw, he made no sign. In- 
stead, he held out a big hand that folded 
Dudley’s into a friendly clasp, and said, 
“Howdy, lad.” 

Dudley, not wishing to appear differ- 
ent, answered in his manliest voice, 
“Howdy, Kinny McShane.” Quite.sud- 


denly Kinny was showing him how, to 
saddle Gypsy, how to adjust the bit 
comfortably to her mouth, how to mount 
the little horse. Then for an hour he 
rode slowly beside Dudley, teaching him 
to sit his saddle. (Continued on page $2) 
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The warm Arizona sun beat down 
upon the sun baked streets of the little 
border town. Inside the large rambling 
adobe, shaded by ancient pepper trees, 
it was cool and pleasant. Proudly, 
Dolores, the little Mexican maid, sur- 
veyed the result of her hour’s labor. 

The mahogany table top, which she 
had just polished, reflected the silver 
bowl of red cactus blooms. How pleased 
the sefiora (mistress; 


pronounced, sen- 

nyor-a) would be! 

Because Dolores 9 


loved her mistress, 
she delighted in plan- 
ning little surprises, 
ready for her on her 
return from market. 
Often, on Saturday 
morning or after 
school, the sefiora 


went out, leaving Do- g 


lores in charge of g 
Betty, aged three. $/ 2 

Ever since Dolores 
had left the Mexican | 
section to live with 
the kind American 
family, life had been 
pleasant. If only she 
were allowed to take 
Betty with her on 
Sunday mornings! Always the sefiora 
put her off: 

“‘She’s too small; only three, you must 
remember, Dolores!” 

“But,” Dolores protested, “a number 
of children no older attend.” 

“Well, perhaps later.. We’ll see!” 

Had the family attended any church, 
or Betty any Sunday school, never 
would Dolores have asked to take Betty 
with her, However, the sefiora’s family 
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By BLANCHE ASHLEY AMBROSE 
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did not go to Sunday school or church. 

Dolores glanced at the clock. She 
would have just time to polish the sil- 
ver before the sefiora returned. Then, 
from the patio came Betty’s voice: 

“Dolores, José (pronounced Ho-say) 
won’t sit on my shoulder!” 

Above Betty’s voice could be heard 
the protests of José, the parrot. Hur- 
rying out, Dolores found the child with 
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José flew onto Dolores’ shoulder 


a long stick, poking at the bird, which 
had flown onto the tinkling fountain, 
and was now out of reach. Immediately 
José flew onto Dolores’ shoulder, and 
rubbed his beak against her dark cheek. 

“No, no nifia mia (baby mine; pro- 
nounced nén-nyah méa), you don’t want 
to tease José.” 

Gently Dolores took the stick away 
from the protesting Betty. 

“T want the stick! José won’t sit 
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on my shoulder!” Betty cried, watching 
José calmly plume his feathers as he 
sat on Dolores’ shoulder. 

“Be nice to him; then he will know 
that you love him, and he will come and 
sit on your shoulder!” Dolores told her 
kindly, “Come, nifia mia, and, together, 
we will polish the silver!” 

Betty was charmed with the new 
idea, and willingly followed into the 
adobe. José, talking softly to himself, 
flew back to his perch by the fountain. 

While Betty settled herself on a chair 
at the kitchen table, Dolores got out the 
polish and the soft cloths. Then, going 
to the old Spanish chest in the dining 
room for the silver, she opened the 
drawer. She looked through the chest, 
counting the teaspoons. Two of the 
best sterling silver ones, belonging to 
the set which had been in the sefiora’s 
family for generations, were missing! 
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Dolores went back to her work. 
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Betty must have taken them out 
while Dolores had been busy with the 
table or arranging the red cactus 
blooms! Excitedly, she called: 

“Nifia mia, did you take some spoons 
from the chest?” 

“Spoons? Spoons?’ the child re- 
peated. “Had spoons on my stick!” 

“But where are they now? Come, 
show Dolores!” 

“Spoons gone!” Betty replied plac- 
idly, “I want to polish!’ 

“Yes, they are gone; but tell Dolores 
where!” 

Betty was not interested. Seeing it 
was useless to question her farther, Do- 
lores began a search for the spoons. 
She looked in the yard, which was sur- 
rounded by a low adobe wall; in the 
patio, where José watched her with in- 
terest; and through the downstairs 
rooms. Then, in the nursery upstairs, 
she searched every favorite hiding 
place of Betty’s. She looked under the 
mattress of the little bed; in the toy 
box, and in her clothes closet. <A 
thought struck her. Could José have 
hidden them? Often he picked up little 
articles of Betty’s. 

Carefully, Dolores searched every 
inch of the patio again, even looking 
into the little pond at the base of the 
fountain, and into a gopher hole. No 
spoons did she find! 

What would she do? She felt she 
should have been watching Betty closer. 
Then the silver would not now be miss- 
ing. The sefiora would be unhappy. 
Her best family spoons! “If only I can 
find them,” thought Dolores. But she 
had hunted everywhere. 

Why, she knew just what she would 
do! She would ask the loving Father 
to help her, of course! Had He not 


found her a pleasant place to work, so 
that she need not go to the Hacienda 
Miguel in Old Mexico, but could keep 
up her attendance at the American 
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school? What was 
the use of learning 
little lessons in Truth 
every Sunday if one 
did not apply them? ] 

“Now,” she said to % 
herself, “I must not Y, 
get discouraged; I 
must know that noth- 
ing is lost! Every- 
thing is in its right 
place!’ 

With peace in her 
heart, Dolores went 
back to her work of 
polishing the silver, 
knowing the spoons 
would be found. 

When the sefiora 
returned she was 
greatly pleased with 
the polished table 
and the cactus 
blooms on it; also 
with the polished 
silver. Dolores then 
told her of the miss- 
ing spoons. “But 
they will be found, 
I’m sure of it!’ she 
added. 

The sefiora 
claimed, “My best sterling! I’d rather 
lose anything else I own than any of 
those spoons! You’ve hunted every- 
where and can’t find them? Oh, I’m 
sure they’re gone for good!” 

“No, no. They will be found!” Do- 
lores insisted. 

“First you tell me they’re lost, and 
then, in the same breath, insist they’ll 
be found! Why are you so certain?” 
the sefiora asked. 

“Because, when we ask the loving 
Father to help us, He never fails. Is 
it-not so?” 

Without answering, the sefiora turned 
away. Though she had said little, Do- 
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“Come, come see what’s in the yard!” 


lores knew how disturbed the Gillin 
felt over the seeming loss of her treas- 
ured spoons. That afternoon she too 
searched, but with no success. Ques- 
tioning Betty brought forth no more 
information than “Spoons gone! Had 
them tied on my stick!” 

Sunday morning after the break- 
fast dishes were put away, Dolores 
went to her little room off the nursery 
to change to her best dress of deep blue, 
which went well with her dark skin. 
The kind sefiora had bought the dress 
for her. 

From her window she could see the. 

(Continued on page 29) 
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What Wee Wisdom Stands For 


With this issue, Wee Wisdom begins its thirty-fifth year. We were 
searching for something special to give you this month, when Myrtle 
Fillmore (Wee Wisdom’s mother) came into the Wee Wisdom office. Tucked 
under her arm was a most interesting looking book. The book is covered 
with dark blue covert cloth, and around the edge is couched a yellow cord. 
A small oblong piece has been cut out of the center of the cover, and in the 
opening is pasted a piece of paper on which the words WEE WISDOM ap- 
pear. The book is handbound and contains twelve of the early numbers of 
Wee Wisdom. You who are reading the magazine now would scarcely 
recognize these early issues as Wee Wisdoms. The boys and the girls who 
read the magazine then received a magazine of only twenty pages, printed 
in black and white. There were very few illustrations. But there is 
a charm about those early numbers that your editors would like to share 
with you. One thing about this volume that interested us was that among 
the letters from the readers were letters written by little boys and girls 
who are now men and women, and who now work or have worked in the 
office here at Unity headquarters. 

That is not the most interesting thing we found in this old volume, 
however. When Wee Wisdom was born, that is when the first number was 
printed, its mother set a standard for it. She determined that Wee Wisdom 
should speak for certain things, and she formed a sort of creed for it. We 
have read over that creed and checked up the present Wee Wisdom, to see 
if it is living up to its standard. We are not giving you our decision, but 
we are printing here the things that the first Wee Wisdom stood for, and 
we are asking you to judge for yourselves as to whether or not the Wee 
Wisdom of today is carrying on the ideals expressed in the first issues. 

We wish that we could show you the little blue bound book, but of 
course that is impossible. We are taking the book back to Mrs. Fillmore. 
It is one of her most treasured possessions. 

The Editors. 


The unwarped faith that believeth and hopeth all things. 
“All things are possible to him that believeth”’—Mark 9:23. 
The freshness and purity that beholdeth Good always. 
“Blessed are the pure in heart: for they shall see God.”—Matt. 
5:8. 
The joy and gladness that are fullness of life and health. 
“Thou wilt show me the path of life: 
In Thy presence is fulness of joy.””—Psalms 16:11. 
The truth that frees from the clutches of race heredity. 
“We have one Father, even God.”—John 8:41. 
The knowledge that Jesus Christ is the subjective spirit of every 
child. 
“The kingdom of God is within you.”—Luke 17:21. 


The understanding that our word is the builder of our environ- 
ment. 

“Without him [the word] was not anything made that hath 
been made.”—John 1:3. 
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Wee Wisdom’s 1929 Train 


By GLEN W. WILSON 


The Wee Wisdom train is well worth 
the care and slow, painstaking effort 
required to build it, for it is a wonderful 
toy and one that will not break easily. 
To make it in a real craftsmanlike man- 
ner, we shall need a small crosscut saw, 
scroll saw, 14 inch bit and brace, sharp 
knife, small hammer, pencil, ruler, and 
sandpaper. A plane would save some 


sanding work, but it is not a necessity. — 


We shall need the following mate- 
rials: 

A. Small spool for the smoke stack. 

B. An old thimble for the bell. 

C. A round stick about 14 by \% 
inch, for bell base. 

D. Cut off both ends of a 1 inch 
spool; carve out the bottom to fit on F. 

E. Cut off both ends of a 34 inch 
spool, carve out bottom to fit on F. 

F. Round pole 114 by 6 inches, for 
the boiler. 

G. Fir or pine, size 2 by 4 by 234 
inches, for the engine cab. 

H. Nail one end of a %4 inch spool 
to the end of F for number plate. 

I. Fir or pine, size 2 by 2 by 334 
inches, for engine tender. 

J. A piece of cigar box lid, size 1% 
by 214 by 414 inches, for cab roof. 

K. Fir or pine, size 34 by 114 by 91% 
inches, to hold boiler above the wheels. 

L. Three pieces of fir or pine, 34, by 
11% by 10 inches, for base to fasten 
wheels to. 

M. Six button molds 114 inches in 
diameter, for drive wheels on engine. 

N. Twenty-four button molds 34 inch 
in diameter, for wheels on car, tender, 
and engine. 

O. Fir or pine 34 by 114 by 3 inches, 
base for tender. 
P. Fir or pine 3% by 1% by 1% 


inches, carved for cowcatcher; fastened 
to K. 

Q. Small screw eyes to fasten engine 
to tender and cars. 

R. Fir or pine 2 by 3 by 10 inches, 
for car and observation car. 

S. Lath nails for rails. 

T. Two finish nails driven through 
rear end of observation car. 

Before starting to assemble any part 
of the train, be sure to have every part 
cut to size and sandpapered smooth. 
Square both ends of pieces F, G, I, K, 
L, O, and J. The assembling of the en- 
gine comes first. 

With F ready, shape the bottom of A 
to fit snugly and tightly on top of F. 
Then fit C to F in like manner, also D 
and E to F. Use upholstery tacks to 
nail D and EtoF. Drive nail S through 
thimble into C, and through C into F. 
Use upholstery tack to nail H in center 
of one end of F. Next cut K half way 
through; 334 inches from one end cut 
off the 334 inch piece so that G will fit 
down tightly on K. Next hollow out and 
shape the rest of the top of K so that 
F will fit snugly and tightly to K, and 
square against G. Nail through the bot- 
tom of K into G and F. Be sure that 
A, C, D, and E are straight up from 
the center of K. 

Nail J to the top of G, so that it ex- 
tends over the edge of G evenly on the 
front and sides, and let the back extend 
over as it will. Next nail L to K, so 
that the back ends are even and square. 

Place small screw eye in center of the 
back end of L. 

Shape P for the cowcatcher, and nail 
to front end of L. 

Mount the wheels M and N on the 
sides of L, so that they rest evenly on 
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the workbench. Use S for the axles. 

Nail O and I together, with front ends 
even. Place small screw eyes in the 
center of O at front and rear, for cou- 
plings. Nail N to O with S, checking 
same to be sure that all rest evenly on 
the bench. 

The Pullman car is simple, and is 
easily made. In each end of R drill a 
14 inch hole 34 inch from the top and 
so the edge of the 1% inch bit just clears 
the end of R. Use a scroll saw. to cut 
the curve from the top down to where 
the bit has cut the end of R out. Use 
the crosscut saw to cut from the bottom 
to the inside edge of the 14 inch hole. 
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rest evenly on the bench. Place one S 
on each corner of the piece L just under 
the corners of R. These make the safety 
rails for your passengers. 

The observation car is constructed 
exactly as the Pullman car was, except 
at the rear end. Here drill a hole just 
as you did in the Pullman; then drill 
another hole 114 inches from the end 
and 34 inch down from the top. Use 
a scroll saw to cut the top of R to meet 
the edges of the hole on each end and 
also use the scroll saw to cut under the 
top of R to join the two holes at their 
top edge. Use the crosscut saw to cut 
from the bottom of R into the back edge 
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Be careful to drill the holes straight 
through R, so that you have a clean, 
smooth job. Sandpaper the top edges 
of R round. Nail L to R through the 
bottom of L, dividing the space at the 
ends equally. Place small screw eyes 
in the center of each end of L, for cou- 
plings. Nail N to L with S, so that Ns 


of the front hole. Be very careful to 
drill straight through R in each case, to 
get a true job. The dimensions of R 
are stock size; sandpaper will make 
them smooth, so that they will need no 
planing. 

When the observation car is ready to 

(Continued on page 19) 
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(Che Rainbow Birds 


THE ORIOLE 
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By CAROLINE MABRY 


Uncle John told Betsy that the color 
of the oriole matches the orange band 
in the rainbow. 

“His name sounds as if it had wheels 
to run on,” Betsy said, repeating: it, 
“Q-ri-o-le.” It rolled off her tongue as 
if it really were running on wheels. 

“Did you ever build a house for an 
oriole, Uncle John?” 

“No, because he can build a much 
better home for himself than I can build 
for him. He weaves a cradle, and 
swings it in the elm tree. The best we 
can do to help him is to put out pieces 
of colored yarn where he will find them 
and weave them into his nest.” 

“Does he really?” Betsy asked in sur- 
prise. 

“Yes. Come with me, for I know 
where there’s an oriole’s nest in an elm, 
and into it he has woven strands of 
Aunt Martha’s old blue sweater and 
pieces of my brown muffler.” 

Uncle John brought a ladder and set 
it up against the trunk of the elm tree. 
“Climb the ladder carefully, and look up 
at the branch hanging over your head.” 

From the top of the ladder, Betsy saw 
the oriole’s cradle. It was soft and deep, 
and it rocked back and forth from the 
limb on which it was swung. As Uncle 
John had said, there were strips of col- 
ored yarn woven into it and also dried 
wisps of grass. The oriole had used 
strands of hair for sewing thread, to 
hold the yarn and the grass together. 

As Betsy started down, Uncle John 
cautioned her to be quiet. She heard 
a “trilly” note, followed by others that 
sounded like, “Peter, Peter.” There was 
a whir of wings above her head, as a 
bright orange bird lighted in the next 
tree. The bird had black wings and a 


little black cap on his head, but his body 
was brilliant orange. He was a beauti- 
ful bird. 

“Who’s Peter?” Betsy asked. “The 
bird keeps calling Peter.” 

“T’ve often wondered. One of the 
oriole babies, maybe,” Uncle John re- 
plied. “But he always calls the same 
notes when he leaves his nest. He’s a 
Baltimore oriole, and there is a legend 
about him. A legend is a story that has 
been handed down by one generation to 
another for so many years that no one 
knows how the story really started. It 
may or it may not be true. The legend 
about the oriole is that when Lord Balti- 
more came to this country and founded 
the city in Maryland which is named for 
him, he saw nothing that he thought 
more beautiful than this bird. He had 
all the servants in his household wear 
the bird’s colors. The oriole was named 
for him because he liked it so much.” 

“Maybe that’s why the oriole looks 
so proud,” Betsy said, “because he was 
named for a great man.” 

“It may be,” Uncle John answered, 
“but I think if he hadn’t been so named, 
his lovely color alone would be some- 
thing of which he could well be proud. 
See, he’s hunting for grubs and worms,” 
Uncle John continued, as the oriole 
hopped along the ground, pecking at it 
with his beak. “He’ll take some home 
for dinner, and there’ll be a feast in his 
cradle.” 

The orange and black beauty flew 
past them like a streak. “Peter, Peter,” 
they heard him call, and then he dis- 
appeared into his deep swinging nest. 

“And now we must hunt for a yellow 
bird,” Uncle John said, “for yellow 
comes next in the rainbow.” 
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Bi 


Tint the oriole’s wings and head, shaded parts of his back and tail black; the 


rest of his back, the cap of his wings, and his breast, orange. 


Color his tail dark 


yellow, except for the few black feathers. Tint the nest grayish brown. Color 
the tree dark brown with a shading of green, and make the leaves green. 


Wee Wisdom’s 1929 


Train 


(Continued from page 17) 


mount on the platform L, set it 14 inch 
back from the front of L, and nail to- 
gether through L. Place two or three 
of S on each side of the back platform 
of the observation car and across the 
rearend. Drive the nails T, one on each 


corner, as shown in the drawing. Paint 
nail heads red and blue, for rear lights 
on the finished train. Use only one 
screw eye on the observation car. Place 
it on the front end, in the center of L. 
Mount wheels N as on the Pullman. 

The train is now ready to be painted. 
Use fine brush or heavy pencil to out- 
line the windows, before painting, and 
the lines will show through almost any 
paint or varnish. 
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DEAR BOYS AND GIRLS: 


and write. 


We hope to publish a contribution from each one of you. To do this we 
cannot use a second story or verse from any reader, but we shall be happy to 
receive work from any of those who have not already sent us contributions. We 
cannot use anything that you have copied or that has been told you by another. 
We want only your own work. All readers of Wee Wisdom are delighted with 
the Young Authors Department, so please send us the best that you can think 


THE EDITOR. 


The Glad Sun 
By DoRoTHY JANE WEBER (8 years) 
Denver, Colo. 


The glad sun goes across the sky. 
At night it drops down in the west, 
And suddenly the dark comes out 
And happy children go to rest. 
O Sun, I’m glad you know the way 
To bring us back the pleasant day. 


Apollo 
By Betty May SERPAS (91% years) 
South Miami, Fla. 


As we stand and gaze up at the sun, 
we sometimes wonder what it is. As- 
tronomers, men who study the skies, 
have told us it is a revolving ball of fire 
which illuminates the earth. But some- 
times we like to imagine things. In- 
stead of talking about this revolving 
ball of fire, let us see what a Greek 
myth tells us about it. A myth is a very 
old story handed down through many, 
many years. 

Long ago, when the Greeks, and 
others as well, did not know the nature 


of the sun, moon, and stars, they made 
up short stories, which we today call 
myths. 

Apollo was called the sun god. He 
lived in a beautiful golden castle in the 
east. Every morning he harnessed his 
horses (of which he had four), named 
after the seasons, Spring, Summer, 
Autumn, and Winter, and started out 
on his long journey. He was guided by 
Aurora, the goddess of dawn. The 


graces and the hours also accompanied 
him. Cupid followed Aurora, and shot 
his arrows, which pierced the hearts of 
mankind, causing them to fall in love. 
In the evening Aurora parted the clouds 
with her pink finger. This made the 
clouds turn rosy, and let Apollo sink 
from sight in the far west. And from 
there he slowly approached the golden 
gates of the east. 
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Butterflies 
By CEcIL NICHOLS (12 years) 
Orange, Calif. 


The black and yellow butterflies 
Are flitting to and fro; 

They sip the honey like the bees, 
And go from row to row. 


Anne’s Three Wishes 
By MARGUERITE SHAW (14 years) 
Melrose, Minn. 


Anne was always wishing for some- 
thing that was impossible, or beyond 
the reach of her family’s purse. She 
was reading a book. Looking up from 
her story, she said, “Don’t I wish that 
wishes would come true!” 

She had just said this when a fairy 
jumped up on her 
book. 

“Did I hear you say 

| you wish wishes would 
come true?” 

“Vou? 

“What would you 
wish for if I gave you 

<4 three wishes?” 

Anne sat staring at 
the fairy, then said, 
“Why! if I could have 

| three wishes granted, 
I would wish that I 
could have all the 
clothes I want, some- 
body to do my work 
for me, and to live in a big house.” 

“Ah! My dear, those are very selfish 
wishes, but you shall have them for a 
week.” 

Anne could not believe her eyes when 
she looked up and around the room. 
The fairy had disappeared, and in her 
place stood a maid. Anne was dressed 
in silk, and the room was richly fur- 
nished. 

Anne lived in this style for a week, 
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and when the time came for her to go 
home she said, “I would rather have to 
do some work than to live and watch 
some one else do it for me.” 


My Grandma 


By NORMA LAND (13 years) 
Haupauge, N. Y. 


I have only one grandma, 
But she is very true. 

No one could help but love her 
Just as I do. 


I want you all to love her 
Who read this little poem. 
Because she must be lonesome, 

As she lives all alone. 


I would like to live with Grandma 
But I have to go to school, 

To do my work, and play, 
And learn the Golden Rule. 


The Adventures of an 
Old Plate 


By LAWRENCE FURBER 
Starkweather, S. Dak. 


An old plate and a cup were on a cup- 


board shelf. “You are so old; tell me 
of your adventures,” said the cup. 
“You must have had many.” 

“All right,” said the plate. “First, 
I was part of a bed of clay, in a hot 
land. One day some men came and dug 
up the clay. They took it to a place 
where they molded it into plates. I am 
one of the plates. Then we were put 
into an oven and baked. When we came 
out we were painted, and I was put into 
a store. One day some one came and 
bought me. I have been handed down 
from one generation to another for 
many years. Here I am at this time, so 
good night.” 
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The Whispering Pine Tree 
By LUCILLE SPICER F 
Fargo, N. D. 


Many years ago, in an old pine forest 
there stood a lonesome pine tree. This 
tree always loved to 
see children coming to 
play near. But the 
tree did not like to see 
men come, because 
they might chop him 
down, and as for the 
women, well they chat- 
tered too much and in 
such solemn tones that 
the tree would rather 
listen to the music of 
the woodland brook, 
although he heard it 
every day of his life. 

One bright day a lit- 
tle girl wandered into 
the forest. She sat beneath the pine 
tree and sighed. The pine tree looked 
down at the little girl, and he felt pity 
for her. Now this pine tree had a magic 
power: He could talk for fifteen min- 
utes every day. So when he saw that 
the little girl was sad, he looked down 
and whispered: 

“Come, little girl, cheer up! Tell me 
what is wrong, and possibly I can help 
you.” 

The little girl looked startled at hear- 
ing the tree talk, but she was so dis- 
tressed over what had happened that 
she spoke out and told the pine tree. 

“O Mr. Pine Tree, I’m so sad. My 
little brother has been taken away, and 
I can’t find him.” 

“Don’t be discouraged, my dear. If 
you mean a little boy with big brown 
eyes and brown curly hair, he has been 
taken by a man to a cave only one mile 
from here!” 

“Oh, oh, oh! I must go and get him!” 
And off she ran. 


August, 


The next day the pine tree heard foot- 
steps coming through the forest. Later 
he saw the little girl and her little 
brother coming sit beneath his 
branches. They walked up, greeted Mr. 
Pine Tree, and sat down to rest, while 
the little boy told Mr. Pine Tree of his 
adventure. So while the robins sang 
their merriest songs, and the brook ran 
close to the pine tree and its visitors, 
singing its rippling, laughing song, and 
the sunbeams danced over and near the 
merry three, the little brother and sister 
were again happy because they were no 
longer separated. . 

My Dream Boat 
By JUDITH BROWNING (10 years) 


Clarksville, Tenn. 


I dreamed I saw a little boat; 
It sailed the ocean blue, 
Just as Columbus did 
In fourteen ninety-two. 


It went across to Africa 
And all around the world, 

It even saw the mountain 
Where Apollo’s son was hurled. 


I wanted to go with the boat, 
On and on away, 

But Mother came and woke me up 
As it was bright as day. 


My Pet Dogs 
By ERROL WEsT (8 years) 


Trinidad, B. W. I. 


I have two fine pet dogs. They love 
me very much. Sometimes they romp 
and play with me and pull me all about. 
The mother dog has five jolly pups. 
They are just two weeks old, but when 
they get older we all shall romp and 
play. 
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The Bird’s Choice 
By ELIZABETH BAUER (12 years) 
Uniontown, Wash. 


Three trees stood in a row. The 
largest tree was an oak tree; the next 
largest was a pine tree. The wate 
tree was a little fir tree. ‘= 

One day a bird came to the tress and 
said, “In which tree shall I build my 

snest?” The oak 

said,. “Build your 

i “my 

“branches.” Then 

pine-tree ‘said, 

the not build 

your nest in the 

< \ branches of the 

a oak tree, but build 

'_ it in my branches.” 

Then it was the 

little fir tree’s turn 

to speak. The fir 

tree said, “You do not have to build your 

nest in my branches, but you may if 

you want.to. I will shelter your little 
birds, if you build in my branches.” 

-So.the bird said, “I will build my nest 
in ‘the. little fir tree, because it said it 
would shelter my babies.” Then the 
oak and the pine said, “If that is all, I 
will shelter your babies too.” But the 
bird said, “No, you shall not, because 
the little fir.tree first said that it would.?’ 
Then the bird flew away, and came back 
very soon with a piece.of straw, and 
started to build its nest in the mci br 
tree. 


nest 


Mary’s Prayer 
By EVELYN RANDELMON (9 years) 
Los Angeles, Calif... 

Once Mary was very happy habeus 
she had gotten one hundred per cent in 
most of her studies. But when she came 
to arithmetic, she could not get a prob- 
lem in long division. She asked Jane to 
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help her figure it out, but Jane was not 
a polite girl, so Mary had to stay after 
school with another girl whose name 
was Betty. 

Mary asked Betty if she could help 
her. Betty told her to pray to the 
Father for. understanding. Mary did, 
and:;she: got the problem right away. 
She thanked Betty, and when she got 
home she told her mother about it and 
thanked God for making her work 
easier for her. 


OUR GAT 4 


‘By Gladys Johnson 
(13 Years) 


Plainfield, Conn. 


Tommy is the name 
Of our black cat. 
He is quite large 
And very fat. 
We feed him milk 
Three times a day. 
He is very gentle, 
And likes to play. 
In the morn, 
Just before I arise, 
He jumps on my bed, 
And I open my eyes. 
hurry to dress 
And then comb my hair. 
He washes himself, 
While he’s waiting there. 


Table Blessing 


Lord Jesus, read my prateful 
heart, 
And know what I would say. 
For your unfailing love and 
care 
I thank you, day by day. 
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Katrina’s Good 
Shepherd 


(Continued from page 8) 

the lost sheep and the Good Shepherd 
seeking until He found it? Never did 
He stop, through rain and storm, going 
up and down the mountain sides, until 
that little lost sheep was found. Surely, 
surely, she was as precious to the Good 
Shepherd as was a little sheep. She re- 
called a picture post card with the Good 
Shepherd surrounded by the others of 
His flock, and holding the lost sheep in 
His arms. 

“I am. like that little lost sheep, 
Father,” cried Katrina. “Please find 
me.” And she fell asleep. 

Just as the sun was dropping behind 
the Jungfrau, a loud, melodious sound 
reverberated through the mountains. 
It was the Alpine call. So piercing were 
its notes that they awakened Katrina. 
She sat up and rubbed her eyes and lis- 
tened. Was she dreaming? Again 
came the sweet, musical call. Katrina 
jumped up. A human being was up 
there on the mountain. She knew that 
she was not alone, and her heart 
warmed with thanksgiving. Surely, 
she thought, it must be a shepherd re- 
turning with his flock. Looking about 
in the direction from which the sound 
came, Katrina saw what in the distance 
looked like a great cloud of dust. She 
took off her little red flannel petticoat, 
and ran toward the dust cloud, waving 
and calling for recognition. Only flocks 
of sheep and goats and cattle would 
make a dust cloud like that, Katrina 
well knew. 

Again she called, but only the echo of 
her own voice answered. Still, the 
cloud looked larger each time she 
stopped running long enough to see it, 
and she knew that back of it was a 
shepherd who would take her home, if 
only she could make him see her before 
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the sheep trampled her under their feet. 

Soon she smelled the breath of the on- 
coming sheep. She heard the tinkle of 
the bellwether’s bell. Although her 
arms and legs were weary, Katrina ran 
on, waving the red petticoat with all the 
energy she could command. Then 
through the dust cloud she saw the form 
of a man. She stopped still, dropped 
her petticoat, cupped her hands over 
her mouth, and called with all her 
might. For an answer, the man blew 
the Alpine horn. Tears of joy ran 
down Katrina’s cheeks as she watched 
the shepherd make a detour, that he 
might not frighten the sheep, and come 
running toward her. 

The great, full moon was coming up 
over the crest of the beloved Jungfrau, 
as the shepherd came within sight of 
the little girl. 

“Why, Katrina, my dear little cousin,” 
eried the lad as he lifted the weary child 
in his strong arms, “however did you 
get away up here?” 

“O Cousin Wilhelm, you are my good 
shepherd, just like the one in the pic- 
ture. See, I was looking for edelweiss, 
and I got lost from Heine and Lisbeth.” 

“Well, well. You just let me put 
those flowers into my coat pockets, so 
the sheep won’t eat them, and then we'll 
hurry home as fast as ever we can,” 
said Wilhelm, patting Katrina’s head, 
and placing it upon his shoulder. 

She was fast asleep when they de- 
scended into the valley. The neighbors 
were out with torches, searching and 
calling over the hills. Katrina’s mother 
sat in the doorway weeping and rocking 
the baby. 

When Wilhelm saw the torches, he 
blew a great blast through his Alpine 
horn, and was answered by cheers of 
wild rejoicing. 

Soon Katrina was in the arms of her 
loved ones. 


(Continued on page 29) 
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, The object of our Good Words Booster club is to radiate sunshine to 
all the world. 

To help us to radiate sunshine, we have chosen for our motto, “I speak 
only good words.” 

We have aclub pin. On the pin are engraved the three wise monkeys. 
These monkeys signify: “I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil.” The 
pin helps us to remember to keep our pledge. A club pin is given as a prize 
to each club member when he has sent in one subscription to Wee Wisdom, 
besides his own, and has written a letter to the secretary each month for 
four months. In his letters the member should tell the secretary how suc- 
cessfully he is keeping his pledge. 

If you prefer to purchase your pin, the price is twenty-five cents. 

If you are not a member, but should like to be, write to the secretary 
of the Good Words Booster club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo., and ask for 
an application blank, or just tell her that you want to be a member. 

On the club pages, Wee Wisdom publishes letters from club members 
and from other readers. 


If you desire to have the members of the club pray with you that you may 
be healthy, that you may overcome some undesirable habit, that you may be 
successful in something that you are undertaking, or that you may make more 
friends, ask the secretary to put your name on the list of those who desire prayers. 

If you want other readers to write to you, ask the secretary to put your 
name on the list of those who wish to correspond. 


a 


Dear Club Members: 

Perhaps a third of the letters received 
from Wee Wisdom readers contain a 
statement something like this one: “I 
wish Wee Wisdom came every week in- 
stead of every month.” So I’m going 
to tell you a secret: I too wish that it 
were published every week. The editors 
probably feel that once a month is often 
enough, but your secretary feels that a 
month is a long time between chats. I 
want to know how many of you are try- 
ing to make this vacation a red letter 
vacation by growing the habit of speak- 
ing only good, true, kind words, and I 
want to tell you how happy I am over 
your success, but I shall have to wait 
for Wee Wisdom to be published. 

Speaking about habits, habits do 


grow, you know, just like weeds, or 
flowers. A flower grows just as rap- 
idly as a weed, and a good habit grows 
just as rapidly as a bad habit grows. 
The growth of a weed or a flower de- 
pends on how much care you and na- 
ture give it, and the growth of a habit 
depends on how much you practice it. 
Sometimes I close my eyes, just to shut 
out the people and the things around 
me, and in my imagination I can see you 
boys and girls, all over the world, happy 
and smiling. You are happy and smil- 
ing because you are growing the habit 
of being kind, and because only kind- 
ness comes to you. 

I have good letters to share with you 
this month. 


Secretary. 
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Every member who prayed for Jose- 
phine will be happy to read her letter 
and to know that she is succeeding in 
overcoming the habit of biting her nails. 

Good Words Booster Club: I wrote you 
about my finger nails. I was always bit- 
ing them. Now I have them on. I am very 
pleased to have pretty fingers. When I 
put my hands up to my mouth I 
always say, ““My hands are to serve 
God with.” Then I take them away 
from my mouth. I think I will 
never bite my nails off again. I 
think the Good Words Booster club 
has helped me a lot. When I go 
out into the dark and feel afraid, 

I say, “God is with me always.’ Then I do 
not fear that anything can hurt me.—Jose- 
phine Allen. 

How happy David’s dog must be be- 
cause David prayed for his recovery. 

Dear Wee Wisdom: I have been taking 
Wee Wisdom for a very long time. One 
day I lost my dog, about ten miles from 
where I lived. I said The Prayer of Faith 


over and over. They Daddy said we would’ 


go and see if we could find the dog. We 


got into the car, and finally came to the.- 
place where I had lost him. I called him. 


three times, and he came,—David C. Crow. 


Fannie’s enthusiasm.and appreciation 
are a source of inspiration to Wee Wis- 
dom’s editors. 
 Déd? Wee Wisdom: I received my card 
to inform me that I am to have you for 
another year, and I am very glad. I have 
taken you for eight years, and.I hope to 
take you eight times as long as that. You 
have so many lovely surprises each month, 
and I think all the Wees should be thankful 
to God for giving Unity the wonderful idea 
of Wee Wisdom. I think we all have a lot 
to thank our heavenly Father for.—Fannie 
O. Dyer. 

Dear Wee Wisdom: I am eight years old. 
When I was four years old I fell and broke 
my arm. I was always sick afterwards, 
until one day I was given a Wee Wisdom. 
I began to say The Prayer of Faith, and I 
have not been sick since. I say The Prayer 
of Faith for everything, and it never fails 
me. I want to try to be a good boy and 
speak only good words.—Clive E. Weight 
(Australia). 


Some. of our members are forming 
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local clubs, and they are having interest- 
ing and helpful times. We are espe- 
cially glad to know that this club prays 
for those readers who ask for help. 


Dear Secretary: Our club meets every 
Monday at 4 o’clock. We repeat the club. 
object and the motto, in unison. We sing — 
The Prayer of Faith, and the members 
read some of the Booster letters out of the 
magazine. 

At our last meeting we read out the 
names of those who asked for prayers, 
and then we said The Prayer. of*Faith for 
them. Most of us earned the money for our 
pins. After the meeting adjourns we have 
some games. We enjoy our meetings very 
much, and we try to live up.to the motto. 

Greetings to all the.-other Boosters.— 
Catherine Agnes Johnson, Secretary. 


Dear Wee Wisdom: 1 like you very much. 
You help*me in my school work and with 
everything I do. Once we had a history 
test. Before we had it, I said The Prayer 
of Faith. When I. got my paper, I had 
the highest mark in school.—Lorraine Gun- 
derman. 


Did you know that you can help your 


pets out of difficulties by praying for 
“them? Read Wilma’s letter. 


Dear Friends: 1 received 
your letter and was glad, for 
my dog is much better. I 
know that God helped him. 
A little while after I had writ- 
ten, my dog was better, and 
played with us just as he did ‘before he was 
sick.—Wilma Carter. 


Dear Secretary: The Prayer of Faith 
has helped me a great deal. I have kept 
the pledge, too, as best I could. One day 
in school when we were having a test, I 
said, “God is my help in every need.” Two 
days later we got our papers, and I got 98. 
—Sylvia Noreidi, (Alaska). 

Dear Wee Wisdom: I have learned The 
Prayer of Faith, and I say it every night. 
I find it helps.me very much. The Prayer 
of Faith helps me in my exams at school. 
When we had our reading exam I very much 
wanted to gét top, so I said The Prayer of 
Faith, and I came out top. I try to remem- 
ber our motto, and I find it helps me very 
much.—-Joyce. Holmes, (England). 


Jesus said, “If two of you shall agree 
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on earth as touching anything that they 
shall ask, it shall be done for them of 
my Father who is in heaven.” You 
have asked the Father to help Ollie 
with her lessons, and your prayers have 
been answered. 


Dear Unity: Some time ago I wrote and 
asked all of you to pray that I might make 
my grade. I am writing to thank you, be- 
cause I made it all right. I think Unity and 
God accomplish wonderful results.—Ollie V. 
King. 


Dear Secretary: I am so glad to be a 
member of the Good Words Booster club. 
The Prayer of Faith has helped me in many 
ways, both at school and at play. I turned 
my ankle, and it pained me very much. I 
could not sleep. Mother told me to say The 
Prayer of Faith. I did, and dropped asleep. 
The next -morning my ankle was almost 
well. 

We are planning to organize a club of 
neighborhood children. I am going to sug- 
gest that we make it a Good Words Booster 
club.—Howard Hicks. 

Dear Wee Wisdom: I like you very much. 
When I first went into fourth grade, I got 
low marks, and I was worried. I said The 
Prayer of Faith, and I improved. I am 
getting 90s and 100s now. My brother is 
enjoying The Prayer of Faith—Louise 
Simms. 

Most of our members are old enough 
to write their own letters, but we oc- 
casionally enroll wee ones. Maxine’s 
mother is the secretary of the Good 
Words club for grown folk. Maxine 


is receiving good training in looking 


for smiles. 


Dear Wee Wisdom: I am almost four 
years old, and have belonged to the Booster 
club a whole year. When I get cross my 
mother tells me to take a smile out 
of my pocket and slip it on, and 
of course this makes me laugh, 
and I forget to be cross. You 
know that you can always find 
a smile in your pocket, even if 
you have no pocket. My mother 
received Wee Wisdom when she 
was five years old, and now I get it.—Maz- 
ine Albrecht. 

Dear Secretary: I remember my motto. 
When. little children speak to me crossly 
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and expect to receive a cross answer, they 
are quite surprised to hear me speak kindly 
to them. I do not think I should let them 
make me cross, for angry words stir up 
anger, and I do my best to hold it back. I 
always want to do this.—Jessie Bradford. 

Dear Secretary: I am finding it easier to 
keep the pledge. I say The Prayer of Faith 
every night. I lost my eversharp pencil, 
but I said The Prayer of Faith, and the 
next morning I found my pencil.—Arthur 
McCully. 


READERS WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER 
READERS 


Roberta Banks: prayers for health; Hat- 
tie Young: prayers for mother’s health, and 
that Hattie may go to school; Alice Amelia 
Stout: prayers for health of her little 
brother and the baby; Lloyd Wesley Blain: 
prayers for success in life; Johnnie May- 
bry: help in school work and to be good; 
Freddie Jim Blain: prayers for little sis- 
ter’s health; Vivian Bryant: prayers for 
six sisters, three brothers, and herself; 
Minnie Wieland: prayers for help in spell- 
ing, and for her own and her mother’s 
health: William Robert Mayby: prayers for 
help in school work; Ira Mayby: prayers 
to be a good boy; Marjorie Hays: prayers 
for help in school work, and for mother’s 
health; Bertrice Myers: prayers for health 
of mother and uncle; Clara Mae Goodwin: 
prayers for help in school work; Edith Ed- 
more: prayers that she may be a good girl. 


READERS WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH 
OTHER READERS 


Albertine Lyons, 111 Congress st., Port- 
land, Maine; Frederick Lyons, 111: Congress 
st., Portland, Maine; Roberta Banks (9 
years), rfd 1, Asheville, N. C.; Alice Amelia 
Stout (16 years), 838 Kentucky ave., Fre- 
mont, Ohio; Opal Burnett (13 years), Out- 
look, Wash.; Elmer Hartzell, Columbine, 
Colo.; Pauline Hultquist (11 years), 544 
Lexington ave., Newport, Ky.; Pearl Evans 
(12 years), Melrose, Iowa; Bernice Grant 
(18 years), box 22, Grand Turk, B. W. I.; 
Nadine Fisher (12 years), box 428, Kamiah, 
Idaho; Edith Andera (11 years), Pukwana, 
S. Dak.; Ruth K. Smith (13 years), box 96, 
Batavia, Iowa; Madeline Martin, box 88, 
Wetmore, Kans.; Betty June Martin (7 
years), box 88, Wetmore, Kans.; Lucille 
Martin (14 years), box 88, Wetmore, Kans, 
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CA Birthday Gift 


Shirley had just finished reading a story from her new book, when 
Patricia, her little chum who had been listening, exclaimed, 


“Q-oh, Shirley, what a wonderful story! Where did you get the book?” 


“Aunt Alice sent it to me for my birthday,” answered Shirley. “She 
also gave me another book that is just as pretty, but it has different stories 
in it. I like my new books so much that I read a story from one of them 
every day.” 


“Do you really? Oh, aren’t the pictures pretty? I think it is the 
nicest storybook that I have ever seen,” Patricia said? 


“Why not ask your mother to let you send for the books?” suggested 
Shirley. “In the back part of each book it gives the price and says that they 


- cost only 75 cents each.” 


The girls raced to tell Patricia’s mother all about the lovely books. 
She gladly told them to write a letter to Unity School and that she would 
give them a check to pay for the books. 

We know that you too will want to enjoy the books that Shirley and 
Patricia are finding so interesting. We are sure also that your mother 
will want you to have them. When sending in your order, just ask for 
Little Susie Sleep Ears and White Stockings and Other Tales, and we will 
send the books to you right away, so that you can enjoy them during your 
vacation. Remember—they are only 75 cents each. 


Send your order today to 


Unity School of Christianity 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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(he Silver Spoons 


(Continued from page 14) 


low adobes of the Mexican section, 
where her little brothers and sisters 
lived and where she visited twice a 
week. Beyond, to the south, lay the 
rugged, cacti-covered mountains of Old 
Mexico. Always, she loved to gaze at 
them—so imposing, so enduring. 

Then something gleaming in the 
bright Arizona sunlight in the yard be- 
low, attracted her attention. Quickly, 
she hurried down the broad stairs and 
out of the adobe. There, in a newly 
made gopher mound, were the silver 
spoons sticking out of the soft earth! 
With great rejoicing in her heart, Do- 
lores rushed into the adobe. The 
sefiora was playing with Betty in the 
patio while the sefior (master) looked 
over the Sunday paper. 

“Come! Come! See what’s in the 
yard!” Dolores exclaimed, her black 
eyes dancing. 

“I certainly never expected to see 
them again!” the sefiora admitted, joy- 
fully picking up her treasured spoons. 

The sefior took them from her, star- 
ing at the small mound of dirt. Betty, 
too, stared; then a little smile lit up her 
face. 

“Yesterday I looked into the gopher 
holes!” Dolores said. 

“Betty must have put them down into 
the hole. Yes, she must have. She 
says she had them on her stick, and they 
got lost! Anyway, the gopher did not 
want them?” ‘Ihe sefiora_ smiled. 
~ “And, Dolores, after all there must be 
something to that religion of love of 
yours. Starting today, you may take 
Betty with you on Sunday mornings!” 

How happy Dolores was! She now 
had what she most desired! And to 


think that, after all, it came about 
through the return of the silver spoons. 
All thanks to the loving Father. 


WEE WISDOM 29 


Katrina’s Good 
Shepherd 


(Continued from page 24) 


“TI asked the Father to find me, Mother 
dear,” answered Katrina when they in- 
quired what she did when she realized 
that she was lost, “and He sent Cousin 
Wilhelm to be my good shepherd.” 

“The Good Shepherd is near us all, 
Katrina dear, just waiting to hear our 
call,” said her mother as she tucked her 
happy little girl into bed. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


Wee Wisdom readers who wish to help others 
can do so by saying this prayer for them. 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in 


me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 
God is my strength, unfailing, quick ; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are 


here 


| More Kohaus. 


For Your Delight 


We offer you, in this issue of Wee 
Wisdom, a much improved two-color 
section. This also is a delight to 


The Editors. 


| 
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Interrupted Banquet 
LESSON 5. AvucGusT 4, 1929. 


When the reign of Nebuchadnezzar 

closed, Prince Belshazzar became king 
of Babylonia. 
‘Cyrus of Persia sent an army to cap- 
ture Babylon. War prepares the way 
for more war, and a nation that attacks 
another nation is sure to be attacked. 
The army of Cyrus did to Babylon what 
the army of Nebuchadnezzar had done 
to Jerusalem. 

One night King Belshazzar gave a 
brilliant party. A thousand of his 
noblemen and many women assembled 
in the great banquet hall of the palace. 
While merriment filled the king’s house 
the Persian forces were opening a way 
into the city. 

King Belshazzar ordered brought to 
him the gold and silver vessels which 
King Nebuchadnezzar had taken from 
Jerusalem. The king and his guests 
drank wine from these—the vessels that 
were meant for use in solemn services 
to Jehovah. 

The Persian attack was forgotten in 
laughter and excess of drink. But a 
quick change came over the revelers 
when the fingers of a hand were seen 
writing on the wall of the banquet room. 
No one in the party could read the 
words. All were frightened, distressed. 
King Belshazzar sent for Daniel, and 
offered to reward him if he would make 
known the meaning of the message that 
had been so strangely traced on the wall. 

Daniel would not accept the King’s 
honors, but he interpreted the words. 
The writing said that King Belshazzar 
would that night lose his kingdom and 


that a prince from another land would 
become ruler of Babylonia. 

The writing was every word true. 
The Persians already had entered Baby- 
lon. Belshazzar was slain, and Prince 
Darius of Media, was king in Babylon 
before night gave way to morning. 

The puzzle parts: 

Daniel means God is my judge. Be- 
cause God was his judge, all of Daniel’s 
judgments were true. Belshazzar means 
Bel! defend thou the king. Belshazzar 
was not wise enough to defend himself 
against appetite, so one could not ex- 
pect him to be wise enough to defend 
himself against the quick-witted Cyrus. 
He made himself unable to defend him- 
self, and he lost both his kingdom and 
his life. 

You will have all the wisdom that you 
will need for decisions and for defense 
when you exercise the 


- GOLDEN JUDGMENT: God is my judge. 


Even the Lions Knew 
LESSON 6, AUGUST 11, 1929. 


King Darius gave Daniel a position 
of honor and authority. There were 
men in Babylonia who did not like to 
have Daniel become powerful with the 
new monarch. These men persuaded 
Darius to issue a special order, which, 
they said, would strengthen him as king. 
The order warned every one that for 
a period of thirty days any man who 
asked a favor of any but the king, would 
be put into the pit where lions were 
kept. 

The men. who: persuaded Darius to 
issue this order knew that Daniel daily 
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prayed, with his window opened toward 
Jerusalem, where Jehovah was wor- 
shiped. They believed that Daniel would 
continue daily to pray to Jehovah. They 
were right. Daniel continued to pray 
as he had been praying. 

King Darius was distressed when he 
was told that Daniel was ignoring the 
special order. He did not condemn 
Daniel, but he saw that he himself had 
been tricked by the men to whom he had 
listened. He could not refuse to honor 
his own law, but he said to Daniel, 
“Thy God whom thou servest contin- 
ually, he will deliver thee.” 

Daniel was put into the pit with the 
lions. All night King Darius fasted. 
All night Daniel prayed. The lions knew 
that Daniel was there because he was 
true to God, and they did not hurt him. 
Early in the morning the king came to 
the pit. He called to Daniel, and his 
heart was relieved of its great sorrow 
and fear when Daniel answered him. 

The men who plotted against Daniel 
were put into the pit. The lions killed 
them. 

What came to the plotters is the puz- 
zle part of the story. The puzzle means 
that you receive what you try to give. 
Whatever seems to be a danger is called 
a lion. No lion will attack you if you 
protect yourself with the 


GOLDEN DEFENSE: I keep my life open 
toward God. 


The Homecoming 
LESSON 7, AUGUST 18, 1929. 


King Cyrus of Persia succeeded King 
Darius as ruler over Babylonia. He 
gave the captive Hebrews permission to 
return to Jerusalem. 

Seventy years had passed since Neb- 
uchadnezzar had taken the first captives 
to Babylon. Children born in exile had 
grown to manhood or to womanhood, 
and many of the exiles had acquired 
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property in the land. To these, Baby- 
lonia seemed like home. For these 
reasons a great many Hebrews chose to 
stay where they were. But those who 
loved Zion above all else availed them- 
selves of the generous release made by 
King Cyrus. 

The king did more for the exiles than 
merely give them permission to go 
home. He told the neighbors of the 
departing Hebrews to give them gold 
and silver and goods and beasts. The 
army of Nebuchadnezzar had destroyed 
the temple of Jehovah; Cyrus made pro- 
vision for the building of a new temple. 
Nebuchadnezzar had carried away the 
precious vessels of the temple; Cyrus 


il || 


000 


King Cyrus 


sent them back by the returning exiles. 
For, said the great and good king, “The 
God of Israel (he is God).” 

Those who accepted their freedom 
were so happy that they hardly could 
believe their good fortune. They said, 
“We were like unto them that dream.” 

The story of life is a serial. It is 
written in installments that begin with 
great events and close with other great 
events. The return of the captives to 
Jerusalem is the end of the installment 
that tells of the years in Babylon. 
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The puzzle part of the Babylonian 
captivity begins with Judah’s praising 
things that were not of God. Jehovah’s 
prophets told the faithful captives that 
they would return to their own land. 
The closing event of the installment 
plainly shows that if you act on a proph- 
ecy of freedom you will not be kept in 
bondage. 

You can win and keep the freedom 
of God in all ways by acting on the 

GOLDEN FAITH: God is my glorious 
freedom. 


The Temple 
LESSON 8, AUGUST 25, 1929. 

The new installment of the story of 
life begins with the event of building a 
new temple in Jerusalem. 

As soon as they had reached the city 
of their fathers, the returned exiles be- 
gan the work of building. Happy were 
they, and happy were the faithful ones, 
who, though not in captivity, looked 
with an eagerness equal to that of the 
captives for the release that King Cyrus 
had granted. 

When the foundation of the temple 
was laid, the priests blew trumpets and 
the Levites clanged cymbals in honor 
to Jehovah. Songs of praise and thanks- 
giving were sung, and all the people 
joined in a great shout. A few were 
there who had seen the first temple, 
and of these some wept and others 
shouted in the happiness that had come 
to them. 

But there were those who opposed the 
building of the new temple. They did 
not like Jerusalem again to be the place 
of pure worship of Jehovah. Their op- 
position did not stop the work. Two 
wise and eloquent prophets were present 
to encourage those who wanted the 
temple. And the temple was finished. 
Those who really believed in God, again 
had a place of sacrifice, of worship, of 
praise. 
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The story of the building of the new 
temple is a puzzle worth investigating. 
The temple at Jerusalem means your 
body. If you praise things that are not 
parts of God, you let in the foreign 
forces that will injure, and perhaps 
destroy your body. 

The pattern for your body-temple is 
in your mind, which is your mental 
temple. Nothing can hurt or destroy 
your mental temple. It always is beau- 
tiful and clean with the presence of God. 
Anything that may need to be done for 
your body-temple can be done by build- 
ing it in praise and thanksgiving after 
the pattern of the 


GOLDEN TEMPLE: God is in my mind. 
I serve Him in the beautiful temple of 
my clean body. 


Dudley and the Molly Cow 


(Continued from page 11) 

After a week’s practice, Dudley and 
Diana and Kinny rode the two miles to 
Flat Meadow range, turned south by 
Spring lake, from which point they 
broke into a canter for home. Yes, 
Gypsy could go like greased lightning, 
or so it seemed to Dudley as the sharp, 
clear air whistled in his ears. 

Now, with Gypsy in the stables wait- 
ing for lump sugar, and with Diana 
always ready to lead him away on a new 
adventure, it was easy indeed for Dud- 
ley to neglect his arithmetic book, still 
tucked away snugly at the bottom of his 
trunk. “Next week I’ll get at it, and 
do twelve problems a day to make up,” 
he promised himself. But next week 
was full of still more interesting things 
todo. Early one morning Dudley heard 
a whistle under his window. Heavy 
with sleep, he stumbled from bed. In 
the yard below he saw Kinny seated on 
Blue Lightning, his horse. “Get a bite 
to eat, lad, and come with me,” invited 
Kinny. “Today we'll ride the fence.” 

(To be continued) 
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BLANCHE CORNER 


CAll’s Well 


“I’m so thirsty I ‘lithp,’”’ said Cora- 
lee. “Let’s shut up shop and go up to 
the well house.” 

“Come on,” agreed David. “It’s 5 
o’clock, and all we have left is that 
bunch of roasting ears.” 

“We really ought to stay here and sell 
them,” objected Red. 

“We'll put them in the well house 
where it is cool and they will be fresh 
enough to sell in the morning,” said 
Chink. 

It was blistering hot. The August 
sun was slipping down to where it could 
peep in under the canvas awning 
stretched over the front of the stand. 

“Here!” called Cousin Bob as he 
tossed a bushel basket toward Kegs, 
“put the corn into this, and let’s go.” 

Kegs held the basket while Andy took 
the corn from the counter and put it 
into the basket. 

“Put it down out in front,” said Red, 
“and come and help straighten things 
up in here. We want to leave the stand 
all shipshape for morning.” 

“T guess I’ll have to help if we’re ever 
going to get through,” Kegs answered 
as he put the basket down by the road. 
“It would be a good thing,” he added, 
“for you to grab that broom and give 
your mouth a rest.” 

The Spartans were all inside clearing 
off the counter and sweeping the stand. 
Bige was dozing in the shade when a 


dog began barking on the other side of 
the road. Now Bige knew that he 
should not cross the road. He had been 
cautioned solemnly by each member of 
the gang at various times. But being 
roused from sleep by a particularly 
taunting bark, he forgot where he was 
and about everything else except that 
unpleasant challenge. Up he sprang 
and was halfway across the road before 
the Spartans realized what was hap- 
pening. 

David looked up to see a huge bus 
bearing down on Bige from one direc- 
tion and a car approaching rapidly from 
the opposite direction. He opened his 
mouth to call, but the words would not 
come. Coralee grabbed the counter 
with both hands, and Kegs shut his 
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’ eyes. Bige escaped the bus, but to the 
petrified Spartans it seemed that he 
must be crushed beneath the wheels of 
the other car. The driver swerved off 
the slab to avoid the dog, and crashed to 
a stop right on top of the basket of sweet 
corn which Kegs had left by the road. 
The roasting ears flew in all directions, 
but the car remained upright. 

“It’s all right, Molly,” said the round 
little man at the wheel. 

The woman by his side gave him a 
brave smile. 

Bige, forgetting the taunting re- 
marks of the other dog, slunk back to 
David, his tail between his legs. David 
held him close in his arms, and the 
Spartans all tried to pat him at once. 
A tear or two dropped on his shaggy 
head. 

“Let’s see here, let’s see.” The round 
little man was climbing out of the car. 
“How much do I owe this company for 
damage te stock in trade?” 

“Owe us?” exclaimed the surprised 
Spartans in one voice. 

“Why, Mister,” explained 
Red, “you saved the life of 
one of the most important 
members of The Spartan 
Company, Ltd.” 

“You don’t owe us any- 
thing,” added Chink, “but 
we sure owe you some- 
thing.” 
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“We want to thank 
you a lot,” said 
David, when he could 
talk, “and we’d like 
to do something in 
return for what 
you’ve done for 
Bige.” 

The round little 
Man reached over 
and scratched one of 
Bige’s ears as he lay 
in David’s arms. 

“Bige is a fine fellow,” he said. “I’m 
proud to make his acquaintance.” He 
appeared to be thinking deeply. 
“Molly!” he called suddenly, “I’ve been 
thinking. The boys seem to feel in- 
debted to us, and I’ve thought of a favor 
they might do us.” 

The Spartans pressed forward ea- 
gerly. The woman in the car smiled 
brightly and nodded. 

“Which of you is the Harrison boy?” 
the man said, turning back to the gang. 


David stepped forward. “I’m David © 


Harrison,” he said. - 

“Well, David, I’m McCarter, of. the 
bank in town. Your. father and. I.are 
friends.” 

“Yes, sir, I've heard him souks of 
you often,” answered David. 

“Now what I propose is this,” con- 
tinued Mr. McCarter. “It looks as if 
you had almost sold out for the day. 
Except for the roasting ears, which I 
was about to buy.” 

_ “We'll give them to you,” David said 
quickly. 

“Of course we'll be glad 
to,” the gang agreed. 

Mr. McCarter chuckled. 

_ “Wait a moment. I have 
- another favor to ask,” he 

warned them. “Mrs. -Mc- 
_ : Garter.and I were thinking 
~ of going to the river this 
».. evening,” he said. “I have 
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a sizable motor boat there, and we had 
planned a ride in the cool of the evening, 
down to Brunner and back. The point 
is this: We believe that the trip would 
be more pleasant if The Spartan Com- 
pany Ltd., including Bige, would con- 
sent to accompany us and so——” here 
Mr. McCarter spread his hands wide 
and smiled. 

The Spartans looked at one another. 

“Sure,” said Andy, grinning back at 
Mr. McCarter. Then the other mem- 
bers of the gang found their tongues. 

“Will we?” 

“TI should say so!” 

“Thanks, ever so much!” 

“Run on home and ask your mothers,” 
called Mrs. McCarter from the car. 
“We will meet you here at 7 o’clock.” 

“By the way,” said the round little 
man as he was climbing into the car, 
“T’ve been told they have excellent ice 
cream at Brunner. I’ll expect all of you 
to help me find out.” 

“Don’t you remember him?” asked 
Coralee as they were climbing through 
the barbed wire fence, to take the short 
cut home. “He’s the man who bought 
all of our vegetables a few weeks ago.” 

“He’s a prince,” said Red. 

“He’s a king,” corrected Kegs. “Did 
you hear what he said about ice cream?” 

The distance from the stand to the 
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well house at David’s had seldom been 
covered in so short a time. After they 
had taken turns drinking from the blue 
and white dipper, the gang separated 
to ask their mothers for permission. to 
accept Mr. McCarter’s invitation. ~— 

Some time before 7 o’clock the Spar- 
tans gathered at the stand. They were 
all dressed up and clean and shining. 
Mr. and Mrs. McCarter were on time to 
the minute, and by half past seven they 
had reached the river bank. The boat 
was ready and waiting, and they all 
climbed aboard. Mr. McCarter ex- 
changed his hat for a cap, then started 
the engine. Putt——putt. putt—— 
putt-putt-putt-putt, and they were off 
down the river. When they had gained 
the middle of the stream and had 
headed for the bend, Red could wren 
himself no longer. 


“My name is Yon Yonson. 
I come from Wisconsin——” 


he sang, and the gang joined him lustily. 

When they had sung the song through 
and were beginning again, Mr. McCar- 
ter cleared his throat, threw back his 
head, and those listening on the wharf 
were informed 


“My name is Yon Yonson. 
I come from Wisconsin; 
I work in the lumber mills there——.” 
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Across 


To go up a hill 

What we put on an 
envelope 

One of the digits 
of the foot 

Piece of land 


. About; from 
. Exist 

. Within 

. Upon 


Rest on a chair 

Short sleep 

A fermented bev- 
erage 


. Halt 
. Closes 
. Where one  par- 


takes of com- 

munion in church 
To daze a person 
What we hear with 


. Possesses 

. Limb of the body 
. Chart 

. Either 


In like manner 


38. A part of the verb 
to be 

40. Negative 

41. To plunge _ into 
water and out 

42. To make stitches 

44, Walks 

45. Appears 

Down 
1. To go to the other 


side of 

What you do not 
like to be in a 
game of tag 

Crowd 

Past tense of be 

To lose your bal- 
ance 

A unit of measure 

Near; on 

Pieces or sections 


Not young 


- Toward 


Cross Word Puzzle 


By FRANCIS J. FULVIO 


2 3 7 
70 
14 15 
7 29 
33 
45 
19. Later 
20. One or any 
22. Vessel_ used for | ANSWERS TO LAST MONTH’S 
23. Before 7 PUZZLES 
26. substance Guess This One: Minute 


. Perform 
Us 


used on a roof 
We 
Part of the verb 
to be 


. Moved rapidly 

. Stains 

. Snakes 

. To fail to hit 
Hel 


eip 
. What we do with 


our eyes 


Beheadings: Swell, well, ell. 


Animal Twisters: Sheep, horse, 
lamb, donkey, mule, calf, goat, 
kitten, oxen, mouse, rabbit, colt. 


Double Acrostic: Boston; Day- 


ton. 
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Send A Gift Subscription to 
Your Friends 


Every day since the special announcement of two six- 
month subscriptions for $1 appeared in July Wee Wisdom, the 
editors have been receiving many orders from Wee Wisdom 
subscribers asking that subscriptions be sent to their little 
friends for six months. This offer gives every boy and every 
girl who would enjoy having Wee Wisdom a chance to receive 
it. Also in this way Wee Wisdom subscribers can share with 
their friends the good that they are now receiving from the 
magazine. We know that you have friends with whom you 
too would like to share your good, and this offer is your oppor- 
tunity to introduce. them to Wee Wisdom. Here is the plan: 


Send us the names and addresses of two friends to whom 
you should like Wee Wisdom sent as a gift for six months. Of 
course you may send as many more subscriptions as you wish, 
but all of these gift subscriptions must be to boys and girls who 
are not now subscribers to Wee Wisdom. This offer is good 


until October 1, 1929. 
The blank below will help you in sending your gift sub- 


scriptions. Fill it out and inclose with it $1; then send it 
today to 


Unity School of Christianity, 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 


(You can also send at the same rate, any other Unity periodicals as 
gift subscriptions, until October 1. If you want to send more than two 
gift subscriptions, attach to this blank a slip on which are written the 
additional names and addresses.) 
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Rocking motion 


Down in the mead-ow the brook-let sings A lul - la - by sweet and low. 


ty - ing their night-cap strings, Nod-ding, nod-ding, oh___ 


Two lit - tle eyes go to sleep-y bye,While Mother rocksto and fro. 


Gradually slower 


a 


4 


Gold-en bright curls on her shoulders lie, Nod-ding, nod-ding, oh———_ 
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WEE PEOPLE 


Dumpy-Doodle Finds a Home 


By Alfred I. Tooke 


Nancy and Tommy were very 
much excited! 

A boy in a blue uniform that 
had bright brass buttons had 
just ridden up to 
the house on a 
bicycle, and 
when Nancy 
ran to the door, 


he said: “Does 


Te Miss Nancy 
Duley live 
here?” 
“Why, I'm 


Nancy Dulcy!” 
she wa very much surprised. 

“Telegram for you!” said the 
boy, 8iving, her an envelope, and 
off he went. 

“A tele}ram for me!” repeated 
Nancy. “I wonder who it’s 
from! Oh, Tommy! Tommy, 
come quick! I’ve got a tele}ram!” 


Tommy came runnin?, down- 
stairs two steps at a time, to see 
the telegram. And then he was 
surprised also. “Why, it’s for 
me, too!” he said. “It’s addressed 
to Miss Nancy and Master 
Thomas Duley, Duleybrook 
Farm. Let’s open it!” 

Quickly the envelope was 
opened and the teleZram un- 
folded. 

“Look out for the express man 
this mornin3,” read Tommy. 

“And it’s signed ‘Uncle Jim,’” 
added Nancy. “I wonder what 
the express man is bringing. It’s 
our birthday to- 
day,soit must bea 
birthday present. 
I'm going, to watch 
for the express 
man. He should be here soon.” 

It seemed a lon wait, al- 


though, as Mother told them 
afterward, it was really only 
twenty minutes before they saw 
the express man’s car stop be- 
fore the door, and out they 
rushed, each one eager to be 
first to meet the 
express man. 
They both 
reached the gate 
, at the same mo- 
ment, and there 


was the express man holding out 
to them a funny lookin? little 
wicker cage, all wrapped in bur- 
lap except at the top, and it was 
addressed to Miss Nancy and 
Master Thomas Dulcy, Dulcy- 
brook Farm. 

“Ooo-oh!” said Nancy, peep- 
ing, inside. “It’s a puppy!” 

“Ooo-oh!” said Tommy, peep- 
ing, too. “So it is!” and off they 
rushed with it to the house to 
show Mother. 

“Why, he’s a regular little 
dumpy-doodle, isn’t he?” Mother 
said, when she peeped inside. 
And that was how Dumpy- 
Doodle came to have such a 
funny name; for always, after 
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that, every one called him 
Dumpy-Doodle, except when 
they called him Dumpy, or 
Dumps, for short. 

And when they had un- 
wrapped the burlap, and taken 
him out of the wicker basket, 
they all agreed that he was a 
very handsome puppy—a fluffy 
little round ball of fur, with a 
stubby little nose at one end, 
and a fluffy little tail at the 
other that seemed to have a 
spring, inside it, for it never 
seemed to stop wagging. And 
there was one ear that stood 
straight up, and one that flopped 
down half over one eye and gave 
him a very comical look. 

And as soon as he was out of 
the wicker basket he looked at 
them all, and Zave a funny little 
bark, as much 
as to say: “Good 
mornin, every- 
body!” 

And that was 
how Dumpy- 
Doodle came 
to Dulcybrook 


Farm. 
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ang to the 
Sang while the nursery folk were asleep, 
P, fad and scldier# and shepherd and sheep Ved 


, letters spell many a word, 
Many spoken and many 
Bu of the many that Lean recall 


l-O-V-E is best of 


ut, oh 
= 


his is the lullaby Jack ~in—the-b& 
his is the lullaby Pack-in-the-box 
5)| 
the alihabeADIOB 
ulled by the singing of Jachisethe-box: 
| 
Moon ray fell lightly on Band on 
how brightly shone LeO-V-E 
now brightly shone 
Wy SS 
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WONDERFUL 


By MARION DOYLE 


O wonderful world of sun and stars, 
Of flowers and birds and trees, 

Of singing winds and laughing streams, 
All happy things like these, 

God made you in beauty 


And meant you to be 
A bit of His heaven 


For children like me. 


The trees are cool tents where I rest 
from my play, 
The stars are my lamps at night; 
The flowers, my altar; the birds 
are my choir, 
The wind songs chant my delight. 
Each marvelous treasure 
Of earth, sky, and sea, 
My Father in kindness 


Has given to me. 
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Word came to Nazareth of a 
man who was preaching, by the 
river Jordan. He was a strange 
man, strangely dressed. His face 
and his body were gaunt, as of 
one who fasts much. His hair 
and his beard were dark and 
lon?, and matted. His eyes held 
a piercing, light from which 
many shrank. His voice was 
clear and stron}. His words 
were spoken with an earnestness 
and a force that made them seem 
fierce and terrible. 

From all the country around, 
people came to hear what this 
man had to say. Many believed 
him to be a prophet. He told 
them that they must repent and 
cease to sin, for the kingdom of 
heaven had come near to earth. 
He said that they must be bap- 
tized to make themselves ready 
for the kingdom. . 


Along the river shores his 
voice rang, “Repent!” Into the 
shelter of the trees where people 
clung, together and whispered in 
tears, came the cry, “Repent! 
Repent!” Newcomers who hur- 
ried forward to join the excited 
proups were greeted by the com- 
mand, “Repent, and be baptized!” 

His hearers were swept by 
hope and shaken by fear. Could 
this be the messenger who was 
to prepare the way for the 
Christ? Was the kingdom of 
heaven indeed at hand, and they 
not ready for it? With cries of 
repentance and with tears of joy 
they rushed forward, to be bap- 
tized as a sign that they asked 
God's purity to make them pure. 

Lord Jesus had heard of what 
the prophet spoke. Many from 
Nazareth had visited the Jordan, 


and nearly all of these were 
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interested in knowing, what 
Lord Jesus would say about the 
prophet’s message. But Lord 
Jesus would not speak. He had 
not yet heard the prophet. 


One afternoon he told Mother 
Mary that he was ,oing, to the 
river Jordan. He went alone, 
for he wanted time for thought 
and prayer on the way. What 
the people were sayin}, about 
the prophet stirred in him a feel- 
ing, that he never before had 
known. He believed that the 
prophet’s words meant more 
than his neighbors had under- 


stood from them. 


Night came upon him. He 
spent the hours in prayer and 
meditation. When day dawned 
he went forward and found the 
prophet and the people by the 
river. 


Some of the people knew him. 
Others looked at him, as if they 
felt that he was a man worth 
while. The word was passed 
from group to group, “The 300d 
and wise carpenter of Nazareth.” 


Lord Jesus went apart from 
the others. He found a quiet 
place in the shade of a tree. He 
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listened to the prophet; he 
watched the people. He saw that 
nearly all who went into the 
river to be baptized went 
eagerly, with shinin3 faces; they 
believed that they were being, 
cleansed of sin. But some went 
on heavy feet, as if they thought 
that their sins might be too Zreat 
for cleansin3. And a gladness for 
the happy ones was in the heart 
of Lord Jesus; tenderness for the 
fearful ones touched him with 
a loving, pity. 


Only now and then did the 
prophet rest, for he felt that the 
kingdom was drawing, nearer, 
daily, and that he must do his 
work in making people ready. 


As evening, came, the crowd 
scattered. Some went home. 
Some prepared to spend the 


night by the river. 

The prophet was standin?, on 
the bank of the stream. His face 
was turned to the setting}, sun. 
His grave, still features looked 
sweetly stron? in the warm 
light. 

Lord Jesus slowly walked out 
from beneath the tree, where he 
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had been watching, the events 
of the day. He made no sound, 
and no one spoke to the prophet. 
Yet the prophet turned and saw 
Lord Jesus. He looked search- 
ingly at him. He looked, and a 
flash of happiness lit his face. 
He lifted a long, lean arm, swept 
his hand in the direction of Lord 
Jesus, and cried out, so that all 
the people heard him, 

“Behold, the Lamb of God, that 
takes away the sins of the 
world.” 

The people were startled as by 
a mighty thunder crash. No one 
moved; all watched the prophet 
and the one whom they called 
the carpenter of Nazareth. 

Lord Jesus did not speak, but 
he continued slowly to walk to- 
ward the prophet. Somethin? in 
the eyes of the prophet, some- 
thin?, in the stron, voice, some- 
thing, in the way he lifted his 
head in reetin}, 
spoke to a memory 
in the mind of Lord 
Jesus. But the look 

of love and joy 
that made beau- 
® tiful those 
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rugged features, was not a mem- 
ory, for it was a look that no one 
ever before had seen upon that 
face. And out of it all, Lord Jesus 
recalled a day in Nazareth. The 
prophet was Cousin John, the 
son of Elisabeth. 

“T have come to be baptized,” 
said Lord Jesus. 

“Do you come to me?” asked 
the prophet. “I need to be bap- 
tized by you.” 

But Lord Jesus said that it was 
right for him to be baptized by 
the prophet. So the two went 
into the river, and Lord Jesus 
was baptized. 

As they came out of the river, 
the prophet held the hand of 
Lord Jesus, as if to help him up 
the bank. When they came to 
the dry land, a hght broke out of 
the sky. Down through the light 
came a dove of pearly whiteness. 
The dove rested on the shoulder 


of Lord Jesus, 
and a voice out 
of the light said, 

“This is my 
beloved Son,. @& 
in whom Iam 
well pleased.” 
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By Blanche Sage Haseltine 


There's a funny bug that sings 

Just by flapping both his wings. 
After I'm in bed at night, 

He just sings with all his might. 
Grandpa calls from our porch swing, 
Jimmy, you hear anything? 

When that old cicada squeaks 
Frost will come in just six weeks.” 
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August Day, 


I'll wake and do 
God’s will every 
Hour of you. 


WAT 


od 


Quiet Noon, 
I'll quiet be, 
That God’s voice 
May speak to me. 


Summer Night, 
I'll sleep and rest. 
By God's peaceful 
Thoughts I’m blest. 
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